Amiral Orange

green fields and golden cities. There are more sea-helms, besides
the Casques Rouges from Xicobar, calling to mind tourna-
ments in scaly armour to the winding of the conch for trumpet.
Langues d'or, golden tongues, lap up the sands. We find spotted
Leopards and Lions Grknpants, beasts of heraldry, in simile.
The Turban de Pharaon is painted more elaborately within its
china folds; Draps d'or and Draps d'argent shine through the
shallow waters. These shells that form the marine architecture
build their pavilions at the water's edge. The Tour de Babel is
that tower, which was never finished, built to its highest pin-
nacle. With the alternating black squares and circles that are its
ornament it is all galleries and windows, complete, in rules of
architecture, even to the cornices and astragales of each
diminishing storey. Or we find the Veritables Escaliers a vis,
staircases of Blois or Chambord, the caprice of Kings or madmen.
If the Telescopes are in emblem for Admirals and sea-captains,
the Lavoir de Venus is the basin where naked Venus washed
herself, shaking the spray from her golden hair and golden body.

Oreilles de Midas, asses' ears, prick up from the salt waters;
Midas, who was given asses' ears because he preferred the pipe
of Pan to Apollo's music. What do they hear now? Sea-music,
and the breaking of the waves. We have Cornets, des Harpes, des
Musiques, from the occidental Indies. Cornets de Tritons are
blown by shaggy mouths. The Argus bande puts out to sea. It is
elaborate and fanciful, for the Argo had a bank of fifty oars.
There are Ailes de Chauve-Souris, the moths of this world of
waters, and Tetes d'Araignees, spider's or death's heads, all but
the horned owl. Couvertures de Lit bring us back to the living
and to humanity, for they are so beautifully striped and rayed.
We see Doubles Cretes de Coq; Poires seches; Praises blanches et
rouges; Dattes noires; Figues de mer; Flamboiantes jaunes et
brunes; while Amiraux et Contre-Amiraux, Admirals of the Red
and Blue, hoist their colours and engage above the treacherous
shoals. The Amiral orange is the pleasure barge, Cleopatra's
galleon, the painted skiff that plies to Cytherea. It was near those
coasts that Venus climbed, naked, from the sea. Who will em-
bark for her island and its shady groves?

The Grand Amiral des Indes Orientales, this is the shell of
shells, as fanciful as a ship of crystal, but with the glint and shine
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